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SUCH A SAD CASE! 
His Delusion Is That He Cannot Walk Alone. 
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@artoons and Comments 


TWO FRQM THREE M* HEarst is never happy unless he is hitting that THEoporeE ROOSEVELT 


LEAVES ONE. 


somebody. 


It was altogether too good to be made the remark, and that the 


true, his announcement after CLarK’s defeat, that “they” in question were delegates 
he would prove himself a good loser and support Witson. He ad to to the Republican Convention. 


find fault with somebody in the ranks of the Democrats, so he selected 


Ne 


BryYAN as the man to receive the outpourings of his abuse. He speaks 
through his papers of Bryan’s “ignorant, half-baked tariff ideas,” and Tue necessity for holding a 


attacks bitterly the Democratic platform’s advocacy of a tariff for revenue 


Third - Party Convention 


only. All of this is simply because BRYAN was instrumental in defeat- dwindles daily. Why hire a hall 


ing CHAMP CLARK for the Democratic nomination. 
deep or subtle about it. If Mr. Hearst has to support WiLson, he 
will make up for it by hammering Bryan, peace and harmony being of 
course unthinkable. Just how sincere Hzarst’s support of WILSON is 


may be judged by this statement of 
his, made last spring: “The whole 
trouble with Prof. WILSON is that he 
is not a Democrat and does not 
know how to be a Democrat. His 
Democratic pose is assumed, apd 
therefore awkward and unnatural.” 
To come right down to bare facts, 
there are but three great Américan 
Democrats — JEFFERSON, J ACKSON, 
and Hearst; and JEFFERSON and 
JACKSON are dead. 


be 


Next to having an_ excellent 

memory, the handiest thing to 
possess is a good reliable “forget- 
tery.” It smooths one’s path so, 
and minimizes embarrassment. 
Colonel RooseveLt, if we may 
diffidently hint as much, is the pos- 
sessor of one of the best forgetteries 
in existence. It enables him to 
make, without laughing, such a state- 
ment as this: “In 1908, when Mr. 
Tart was fairly nominated, there 
were no ‘steam-roller’ methods, as 
far as I know.” Other folks recol- 
lect that in 1908, the year to which 
the Colonel refers, somebody made 
a terse and unmistakable remark, 
which gained considerable fame, to 
the effect that “if they don’t take 
Tart, they’ll get Me.” i was 
the general impression at the time 








There is nothing in Chicago or any other place, 


PUCK’S PROPHECY. 





“*] GUESS WE'LL KEEP THIS ONE.” 
— rom Puck, Nov. 30, 1910. 


where expenses are high, when the ob- 
ject of the convention may be ac- 
complished quite as readily and amid surroundings much more restful 


$2.50 for six months. $1.25 for three months 
Payable in advance. 





on a certain shady porch in the 
neighborhood of Oyster Bay? The 
Third Party knows who its nomi- 
nee isto be: Roosevett. It knows 
what its platform is to be: Roosr- 
VELT. There is no occasion for 
argument as to what constitutes 
the paramount issue. The Third 
Party already knows it: Roose- 
VELT. ‘Therefore, why not save the 
money that a convention would 
cost, and spend it later in the cam- 
paign in a “practical” way ? 


“< 


|F some of the Republican wise- 

acres, platform-makers and such, 
will clear up a little mystery for us, 
we shall be much obliged. Why 
is it, when the heaven-born Repub- 
lican Tariff is supposed to be such 
a boon to the farmers of the United 
States, that the farmers go by thou- 
sands into Canada every year? 
Last vear 145,000 farmers went, 
and it seems to us to be a very 
ungrateful act upon the part of 
the agriculturists. It ought to be 
explained. Americans of the best 
type going out of the country, 
and European cheap labor of a 
most inferior type coming i/o the 
country—that is a condition of 
affairs which it is not pleasant to 
contemplate. 





SNAKE-CHARMING IN NEW YORK. 








THE MOTOR MAN. CHEWING. 



























feel ? ‘ 
EHOLD the mighty Motor Man! Bo, lt , e™ Ee" been a-swimming when the fellows took and tied 
A doughty wight is he ORY : . ae psy Your duds in one mixed mess of knots, and hollered when 
Who runs his team, in shine or rain Ll; Folly 6 OC you tried 
’ ’ Y f > ra +r ‘ , ’ ; 
From Bronx to Battery ! Z / % ae Aen s, To get the things untangled? You’d be at it, tooth and nail, 
., ; U/ y r Yi Gp Chewing at the knots, when all the gang would start to rail 
How skilfully he starts and stops p / UL Zijyp Oho» (And it rubbed you on the raw): ‘ 
At every Station street /y 7 ‘A a, % ayy ; LY 7) . “Chicky, chicky, chaw your beef! 
To upset standing passengers, os 7 ¢« Yy, Ups, ees Lf ps Beef —wuz—tough! 
And knock them off their feet. , GO LA P yyy Ye a Could n’t—git— enough! 
5 j a YW bie f f/f, y/ ~ ~ ” 
, Ae BR ows ti, Wy Uy; Chaw! Chaw! Chaw! 
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The Subway crowds they rush and push, 
And eke do they complain, 

Yet gladly pay their nickels in 
To follow in his train. 


Reckon that’s as good advice as any ever got — 
Good, I guess, for any mess that Life 
itself can knot. 
Take the trouble dealt you; let gawks 
gape or jeer; 
Strain your soul to set your teeth and 
chew that tangle clear ! 
Ay, at it, claw and jaw! 
“ Chicky, chicky, chaw your 
beef 
Beef—wuz—tough! 
Could n’t—git— enough ! 
Chaw! Chaw! Chaw!”’ 
Wilitam Laird. 


Of humble birth and lowly mien, 
Yet autocrat is he, 
For when his air he putteth on 
They bow and bend the knee! 
Miles Standing. 


Me 


ARGUMENTS NOT WANTED. tes es 


Ud" EN the German Good Templars— 

a Prohibitionist organization— 
selected Freiburg, Baden, as the place for their 
eighth annual convention, they displayed the tact 
and propriety inherent in most similar campaigning 
efforts. For Freiburg is in the heart of the German 
wine districts, and the economic prosperity of the 
people whose hospitality they were enjoying depends 

= upon the surrounding vineyards. Yet were they 
not routed from town, or stoned, or bowled down, 
or heckled. The vintners and visiting population 
heard them courteously through a session devoted 


. : to the exposition of the evil results of alcohol; and 
"i the Prohibitionists permitted themselves to believe 
7 that they were doing pretty well, until 





Ah! until. You see, Prohibition, as an argu- 
ment, is better suited to a monologue than to a 
debate. -Unopposed, a good Prohibition orator can 
prove anything. With no questions asked, no refer- 
ences required, no authorities demanded, and speak- 
ing to a body of people who are already persuaded 
to his way of thinking, the gentleman can easily bring tears + 
to the eyes of his audience and money to the treasury of the cols ra. 
movement. But when, as at Freiburg, one of the vintners arose, _— 
obtained the floor, and began courteously but firmly to give the 
other side of the story, there was consternation. The vintner pleaded 
for moderation—moderation in the use of liquors, of language, of prohib- 
itory efforts. There being no answer to the gentle arguments poured forth i a aa 


down the curtain and brought the session to an unexpected close. 


same as with the average body of church communicants. The 
latter talk earnestly to themselves about the advantages of 
being as good as they are; and then they wonder why so 
many people don’t go to church. They can’t understand 
it. It isn’t pleasant to say it, but ’tis the truth, that if 
the Devil were given more show there would be more 
competition and keener rivalry, and hence more general 
interest in religious proceedings. You can’t get many peo- 
ple in St. Louis to a ball-game, because St. Louis is last in 
the American League. You can’t get the Devil’s disciples 
to go to church, because their team is n’t represented at all. 











It’s worth a thought, maybe. Freeman Tilden 
/ “THERE ’S 
REGARDLESS. THAT 
Morx PITCHER sprang to the gun at Monmouth. FAKE NOW!” 
“So this,” exclaimed the soldiery, their imaginations 


instantly fired, “‘is to be a Pitcher’s battle!” 
For, although the national game was still on the knees of the Gods, 
sporting blood is sporting blood, regardless of season or occasion. 





ro New Woman flies out of the window when a stork with the new 
baby knocks at the door. 


LOSING FLESH FAST. 


be average woman won't be content with the ballot; she will want a proper 
Voting costume also. 





in profusion by this representative of Sin, the Good Templars hastily rang 


The trouble with these excellent German abstainers was about the 








PUCK 













KOEPENICKED. 


T IS some years now since a worthy German cobbler left his bench, 
‘al donned the uniform of a favorite regiment of the Kaiser, and 
lived upon the fat of the land in a remote town where the military 
was worshiped the more from the fact that it had been seldom entertained. 
Koepenick! Let the name go down on the Scroll. As a bit of caustic 
humor—satire against middle-class superstition and vanity—the exploits 
of Koepenick are classic. As a confidence-game the 
scheme has large, ripe possibilities at the present 
time, and they are not confined to Germany, either. 
Several butchers and grocers of Perth Amboy, 
New Jersey, were dismayed to learn, one recent 
morning, that a regiment of Coast Artillery was 
NOT coming to their happy burg; that there 
was NOT to be a military camp which would 
need to be greengrocered and fed with meat- 
stuffs; and that the profits they had dreamed 
Jrom this stroke of luck were not to be 
realized. They had been misled, deceived, 
gulled—most cruelly bamboosled—and 
by @ man in uniform. y 
Ah! that man in uniform! He (( 
was such a soldierly-looking fellow. 
His back was like a ramrod, he had 
two crossed gold cannon on his cap and 
red stripes on his sleeve. He gave instrue- 
tions like a man born to command. He asked 
the greengrocers if they could be depended on to keep the soldiers supplied 
with vegetables? They could. He approached the butchers in a laconic, 
business-like way, regarding the commissariat. Then he touched the 
grocers for a small loan, Not exactly a loan, either; it was his com- 
mission for putting business in their way. Would the butchers oblige 
him temporarily? They would—to the extent of ten dollars each. 
Thanks! The camp will be two miles out of the town. The soldier now 
gives explicit instructions. 
Next morning the grocers and butchers drive their delivery wagons out 
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DID HE MISUNDERSTAND HER? to the camp ground. Where are the white tents which should dot the 
Mrs. VAN RockEs.—- Dobson, you’re the slowest chauffeur I ever had! landscape? Where are the stacked arms, the smoking fires, the couriers 
Dosson.— Yessum. But then, you see, I ’m naturally bashful, mum! rushing to and fron? Where? Where is the soldierly-looking fellow, 


“who would be there to introduce them to the Colonel”? Back home, 
grocer! Butcher, to your ice-chest!' The man in uniform was uot a 
PLATFORMS. soldier. He never even saw the Coast Artillery on parade. The pretty 
uniform was pawned by a drunken sergeant on French leave. The 
promises were air, the dreams of profit vapor! Go home and divide 
your losses among your customers. You have met Kocpenick. 


ING a song of platforms, 
A columnful of doubt, » 
Smooth, fair-seeming phrases 
With all the sense left out! 






This is how they open: aA 
“Our compliments to us j ae P 

On what we’ve done and will do _ time you are thinking of making a short cut to success, remember 
To straighten up the muss. that there are very few guide-posts off the beaten track. 


As for the other party, 
We view it with alarm. 
No matter what it promises, 
It’s sure to lead to harm.” 
Then planks on vital issues, 
All carefully designed 
To hypnotize the voter 
And obfuscate his mind. 
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SCENTING A TODDY. 


— MER Boarper (the day after his arrival).—I wish you’d 
boil the drinking-water. 

FARMER SMILEY (in a whisper ).—I kin git some for ye 

right away—an’ a nutmeg, sugar, an’ a bit o’ lemon, too, b’ gosh! 





THE MAN FOR THE WORK. 


TRIKE-BREAKING WAITER (a Vale undergraduate ).— What 
do you know about this, Bill? That roughneck who just 
gave me his order wants a double portion of spareribs, an’ he 
wants ’em quick! 
Heap-Watrer.—Rattle ’em to him, kid! You’re a Bones Sunczonw.— Rest assured the operation will be successful. I save 
man, you know! at least one case out of five, and I ’ve just lost four in succession ! 





JUST ABOUT DUE. 





hen Fortune happens to smile momentarily on some mortals they apparently 
get the idea that she intends to do all the wooing. 
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OUR SPECIALTY. 





IS an age of specialism; 
s Every person has his line; 


To complete the syllogism, 
He must concentrate who’d shine. 
Each one works one task upon, 
And the aH-round man is gone. 


Even you and I, my neighbor, 
Specialists are forced to be, 
Though at common work we labor, 
We have one great specialty — 
Dodging motor-cars that whizz; 
And we have to know our biz! 
Walter G. Doty. 


WOULD SEE. 
gr ape ee ‘TEACHER.—Don’t you want 
to go to heaven, Mamie? 
Mamie (the advertiser's daughter ).— Maybe. 
I’ll send for their free illustrated booklet first 
before I do anything. 
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IMPENETRABLE. 


pst Lawyerk.—You can’t convict the 
engineer of the blame for that wreck. 
They have got a defense that no jury in the 
country will throw down. 

SeconD Lawver.—What’s that ? 

First Lawyer.—They are going to prove 
he was talking baseball with the fireman when 
the collision occurred. 


LEARNING. 
Sgr pets is your candidate now? 
CAMPAIGN MANaAGER.—Fine. After two 
weeks’ rehearsal he can say “The dear people” 
and keep from laughing. 


GOOD JOB. 
pus Detrective.—What are you doing 
now? 
Seconp Detrecrive.—I’m in right. Old 
man Millyuns has hired me to watch his wife, 


and his wife has hired me to 
watch the detective that she 
understands he has hired 
to watch her, and find 
out who he is. 





REDUCTIVE. 


| - hat was in the 
ring. 


Nothing much came 
of it, however. Ova- 
tions were copiously Céy 
tendered, but the tangi- “1M GAINING ON HIM!” 
ble fruits were negligible. 

He picked up his hat. 

“Somehow,” he observed ruefully, “it seems 
a trifle large.” 


haere Phwat is a compromise candi- 
date? 
CasEy.—Wan thot ayther side can lick. 





a7 
Lsariy Fira | 
a tiet th. 


















































ACTOR FOLKS AND OTHERS 


IN THE SUMMER TIME. 


YOU SEE ALONG BROADWAY. 


in Oil City or Union Hill, their act was such a riot that it stopped the show! By-and-by, 


HERE'S a lot going on around the Broadway show-shops these days. Even the mani- 
t cure-lady with the lovely coat of sunburn—acquired diligently on the fire-escape— 
is just a little bit excited, for isn't her roommate rehearsing in the Hippodrome 
show? In another month the theatres will be open and all the Lillies and Mays and 
Claude Kelaires of the profession are busy signing up for the next season. An ad. in the 
Clipper for “Sixteen showgirls—must be good lookers,’’ or ‘“ Young man wanted to play 
leads—must be good dresser on and off, double brass (whatever that means), address Mamie 
Hogbee Repertoire Co.,” is more important to Lillie and May and Claude than all the Presi- 
dential nomination scare-heads for a month to come. Why bother one’s head over who 
will be President when everybody knows that Georgie Cohan and the Shuberts are the men 
Nominations and things are trifles compared to the feat of landing a good live 


who count? 
Whereupon Lillie and May and Claude will tell you how, out 


job in a show on Broadway. 


Lillie will sign with a one-nighter routed over the Middle West, and Lillie will have some 
professional cards printed which read: “Lillie Elhart, Ingenue leads, Human Hearts 
Co,, Season 1912-13,” thus proving to the world in general that Lillie isa regular actress. 
And Lillie will give the landlady six dollars on account 

As for May, who is going back to blond this fall, job or no job, she just won't leave 
Broadway. That is, unless her friend down on Wall Street has a poor season Claude 
Eclaire, who has never yet landed a job in New York. wil! go out with a number-two com- 
pany labeled “ Original Broadway Cast.’ Such is life in the profession! Chorus ladies, 
vaudeville agents, has-beens and never-will-be's, buyers from up-State, Bronx cocktails, 
manicures, the Morning Telegraph, taxis, wine-agents—and heat: there you have Broadway 
in the summertime. And it's a pretty good little street at that. W.E. Hiil. 








THE CROWD. 


| Exe *s nothing more amusing than the crowd that passes by, 

With every person thinking he ’s the focus of each eye— 

The fleshy woman, gasping, close-imprisoned in her stays; 

The speculator working out new money- 
making plays; 

The manly-looking maidens; the 
effeminate young men; 

The busy idler hurrying to be at play 

again. 





The man who doesn’t realize his bald 
spot shows behind; 

The one who struts so pompously ; the 
Sleek and smirking kind; 

The dame whose rouge in bold sunlight 
takes on a purple hue; 

The girl whose stocking has a hole 
above her low-cut shoe; 

The millionaire with clothes unpressed ; 
the “swell” clerks with cigars ; 

The folks who dress in motor togs but 
have no motor cars. 


A dog goes by with human eyes, a man 
all animal; 

A man with gold in his false teeth to 
make them “ natural; ”’ 

The timid lady who’s afraid some man 
will flirt with her; 

The chap who thinks his presence sets 
all female hearts astir ; 

The honest rags of poverty at which we look askance; 

The silken swish of flaunting vice; the folks who live by chance. 














With just two legs to carry each, how various the walks— 

This person teeters, this one stubs, and this one slowly stalks. 
With just two eyes, a nose, a mouth, wherewith to mold each face, 
How different the faces are that pass our viewing place; 

And no two persons could exchange their egos for a trice. 

Here is the greatest show on earth, and more than worth the price. 


How «.1!-important each one thinks his own minute affairs; 
With what philosophy he views his neighbor’s vexing cares. 
Your pardon! Was I grinning? No offense! I meant it not; 
But, oh, these humans passing by, they are a funny lot! 
And yet, alas! the thought will come to check complacency — 
That maybe some folks smile a bit when viewing you and me! 
Walter G. Doty. 
%e 


*CINCHING”’ SUBSCRIBERS. 


HE only way for a newspaper in a country town 
to get subscribers and keep them is by making 
personal mention. 

For instance, if there is a party you can 
say: “Among those present were so-and-so,” 
and then you can go on and say: “Prominent 
citizens who were not there are as follows,” 
and then you can go ahead and print the names 
of the rest of the citizens of the town. 

By this little expedient you have mentioned 
everybody and pleased all. If there should hap- 
pen to be two functions at the same time it would, 
of course, simplify matters. 

Or, if there are no parties, you can record the 
names of those who spent the afternoon out, and 
those who did not; those who went to church, and 

those who did not; those who had callers, and those who had 
not; those who whitewashed fences, and those who did not; those who 
had various adventures, and those who did not. Or, you can merely 
mention the various events, and then at the end append something 
like this: “Those who did nothing in particular last week are:” etc. 

But almost every event can carry more names than at first would 
appear. For instance: 

“There is a report that wedding bells will soon ring at the Dobsons’. 
Sarah Dobson is to be the bride. Harry Anderson is the lucky man, 
Among the unlucky are: Jack Schroeder, Johnny Bangs, Ed. Edison, 
Willy Wilson, and John and Harry Wilson. Other ladies in the town 
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yet to be brides are: Carrie 
Wells, Violet Brown, Nelly 
Glimm, and Minnie ‘Thomas. 

Again: “Uncle Jed 
Blodgett passed away last 
week. Other old-timers still 
hanging on are: - Nebuchad- 
nezzar Scoggins, Peter Hicks, 
and Old Slick Dick Nicker- 
son,” etc. 

The personal element 
can often be exploited thus: 

“The rainfall yesterday 
was 2.2. Sam Beatty says 
that this is correct, and that 
he and Silas Purvis brought 
on the rain by forgetting their 
umbrellas when they drove to 
thecity. Perhaps Mamie Hil- 
lier’s new hat had something to 
do with it. She just bought a 
new one when she was in the 


city. _Jenkins, the storeman, says ONE WAY OUT OF IT. 
that if people would buy their hats 

from him instead of going to the INDIGNANT FARMER. — Can't 
city, they. would get just as good you tell a hen from a grouse? 
ones. Other merchants who join URBANE SPORTSMAN.—Sure! 
in the chorus to this tune are Billy That ’s why I shot the hen—the 
Batterson and John Wanamaker.” law is n't off on grouse yet. 


“The prospects for a banner 
crop are good this year, so the store-keepers say that they are in hopes 
some of the tights who haven’t paid a bill in eight years will take ad- 
vantage of the good times and come through with a little coin. Among 
those who have n’t come across for some time are:” etc. 

“A party was given at the Browns’ last Friday. A good time was 
enjoyed by all. Those present were: etc. Those who rubbered from 
the sidewalk were: etc. ‘Those who where kept awake all night by the 
music were: etc. Those who were mad because they were not invited 
were:” etc. 

“Services were held at the Baptist church last Sunday night. Those 
present were: etc. Those who stood outside to Catch the girls as they 
came out were:” etc. 

It is astonishing that newspapers catering to the small-town sub- 
scribers have not as yet availed themselves of the full possibilities of the 
personal in newspaper items. Hamilton Pope Galt. 
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COLUMBUS ROOSEVELT, THE GREAT DISCOVERER. 


he stweeping remarks made by some political speakers only tend to throw 
dust in the eyes of their audiences. 
































































ere sees: 




















SURE TO BRING HER. 








“It looks as if you are locked out. In spite of all our noise, we don’t seem to be able to wake the family. What can we do?” 
“Well, you might try kissing me without letting mamma hear you!” 





“TENTH ty. Nothing going on—hardly any tape 
in the bottom of the basket—three hundred 
‘Steel’? and a couple of hundred ‘‘Union;” 
Southern Pacific and Copper not yet quoted. 
Jackson, the office-partner, lounges 
over to the little group of regulars 
around the ticker. ‘‘Know any- 
thing?’’ one of them summons up energy enough 
to ask. Jackson’s head wags dolefully. Then, 
suddenly, it occurs to him that he is supposed to 
know things. ‘‘Going down the Street to the 
‘Corner,’’’ he remarks reaching for his hat. ‘‘ Tell 
you when I get back.’’ aie ’ 
Just outside he meets Williams. Williams is 
supposed to know about Reading—probably because 
his office is at 2 Wall. ‘‘ Well, what do you know?”’ 
Jackson begins, Williams shakes his head gloom- 
ily. ‘‘Not much of a market,’’ he replies. ‘* They 
can put ’em up or put ’em down. It’s upto them.” 
Out in front of the Corner House, Jackson runs 
up against Smith. Smith is a ‘‘two-dollar man”’ 
—handles orders principally in Reading for other 
members of the Exchange. ‘‘ Well, what do you 
——’’ Jackson begins, but before the words are out 
of his mouth Smith is half-way up the steps and 


Insid2 
Information. 





pushing his way through the sacred portals. Jack- 
son stares after him, then whistles softly. ‘* Don’t 
have to be taught that two and two make four,’’ he 
murmurs to himself, and starts back to his office. 

‘‘Yes, gentlemen, I had a talk with Williams— 
you know Williams, one of the Reading crowd. 
He asked me not to say anything about it, but told 
me that they were ready to start the move any 
time. Front of the Corner I met Smith—got him 
to stop just long enough to tell me to watch ‘his 
little specialty.’ Then he went head-first into the 
Old Man’s office to get his orders. It’s my idea 
that if you gentlemen buy a little Reading ——”’ 

‘*Puy me ein hunnert!’’ old man Grunhalz ex- 
plodes. ‘‘Isell my rips und pork. Quick. At the 
marget !’’ 

Bought, a hundred Reading. 
what? 

Of such stuff are dreams made. 


¥ 


HE ‘‘special officer’? at one of the big down- 

town safe-deposit companies, a German, used 

to pride himself on being a Socialist. But recently 

it yot around among the other employees that Gus 

had got a ‘‘ change of heart,’’ that he was a Social- 
ist no longer. 

The president of the company, who has always 
had a great liking for the sturdy Teuton, heard 
about it and asked him what had happened. At 
first Gus was reticent, but finally consented to tell. 
‘* You see,’’ he said, ‘‘at one of our regular meet- 
ings, not long ago, someone brought out figures to 
show that if all the wealth in this country were 
equally divided, there would he $1,500 for every 
man, woman, and child in it. Having only about 
a hundred dollars in the savings-bank that sounded 
very good to me, and made me more of a Socialist 
than ever. But last week I got word that mv 
uncle in Bremen was dead, and that he had left me 
about $2,500. That makes it different.”’ 


On the strength of 


WiErxs is just a poor, down-trodden Jersey 

commuter with a little place about half-an- 
hour out, on one of the branches of the Erie. 
Like most of those who go in and out with him on 
the train, Wilkins’s great problem is the cost of 
living. Politics and religion, and the other things, 
seem somehow to settle themselves. This problem 
of the cost of living doesn’t. And it’s desperately 
concrete and insistent. It’s the last thing poor 
Wilkins thinks about at night and the first thing 
that comes into his head in the morning. 

This spring Wilkins started a vegetable garden. 
He kept close track of what he spent. It amounted 
to $9.25. He has kept close track, too, of the mar- 
ket price of the vegetables he has been getting out 
of his gtrden. It is only the end of July now, and 
the total is $27.90, with lots more to come. 

One morning Wilkins was picking a mess of peas, 
his mind, as usual, running on the old, old mealihens 
of how much it cost to live. Suddenly an idea 
struck him .and he straightened up. There was 
nothing marvelous about the idea, but it came to 
him asa greatlight. ‘‘Here,’’ he said, ‘‘I’ve spent 
the sum of $9.25 for this garden, and have already 
taken stuff out of it for which I ’d have had 
to pay $30. Suppose Neighbor Smith 
and Neighbor Jones liad done the 
same thing—would n’t that have 
had an effect on the cost of living 
in this town?” 

Surely it would. And sup- 
pose that Farmer Smith ’s fifty 
acres out in Indiana, (on which 
not a dollar’s worth of stuff has 
been raised since Farmer Smith 
moved to Chicago) had pro- 
duced their customary thou- 
sand bushels of wheat last sea- 
son, would n’t that have done 
something toward lowering the 
cost of living? Franklin. 
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THE LOAN SHARKS. 


THe Mousk Neeps MONEY, BUT His Securiry 1s NONE Too Goon. 


A SUITABLE CHOICE. 


i a fisherman’s bride had a cast in her eye, 
A nose slightly hooked, and an air somewhat fly; 
And yet his selection was not without reason— 


This giddy young thing was the catch of the season. 
Eunice Ward. 
Pal 


WHERE LEARNING FAILED. 


HE candidate for the presidency of Jerkwater College wore 
a benignant smile and an air of superiority as he faced 
the board of trustees, composed of farmers. ‘The sinile 

broadened 
when the chair- 
man of the 
board announced 
that there would 
be an examination, 

The professor still remem- 
bered his Greek and geometry, 
he had always been a good 
speller, and he had but recently 
completed an extensive course 
in agriculture. ‘Therefore he 
had no fears for any test these 
* Rubes” might impose. 

“We have no doubt of your 
learning,” explained the chair- 
man, “so we shall not try to 
trip you up on technicalities. 
We simply want to get a line 
on your common-sense. Here 
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THE TRADE ALLURING. 


N a lawsuit in the New York Supreme Court 
it transpired that a certain man had been 
offered, by a rival firm, fifty dollars a week 

to keep out of the undertaking business. He promised 
to do so, but the call of the casket wooed him, he 
listened te its invitation, and finally succumbed to 
the temptation. He couldn't resist the undertaking 
business. Some men cleave to a life in the gilded 
cafes, some men tevote themselves forever to the 
sea; and others cannot resist the wiles of trading 
in stocks; but this man’s weakness ts interment— 
of other people, of course—and he cannot be happy 
away from the formaldehyde. 

Why should undertakers so love their pro- 
Jession?~ Here is an answer: ponder it. It is 
because only in the actual presence of Death is man- 
kind conscious of the benefits of Life; and thus the 
undertaker sees constantly reasons for satis- 
faction to which other men are blind. 
Granted that the live man has certain 
attractive advantages over the man 
departed—the capacity for contract- 
ing debts, for gossiping at the rail 
of a cheerful saloon, for seeing the 
post-season baseball games, and 
other invaluable accompaniments of 
existence — granted these advan- 
tages, and it is not hard to see why 
th: undertaker should be what he 

indeed is, a merry man, 

Not only this, but the undertaker, from being so fre- 
quently among the objects of his skill, must of necessity, 
come to feel an immunity from such a condition as they /% 
present to him, What has he in common with them, ’ 
so many of whom he has attended? He is a man, while 
they are but—business. And thus it is that the establish- 
ment of the undertaker, forbidding as it may be from the 
street side, is in reality a little center where embalmers, newspaper 
reporters, and the city coroner gather of evenings to exchange pleasant 
philosophy ; and thus tt is that the trade-journals of the profession 
print a cheerful story now and then, and sometimes devote a column to 
mortuary wit and humor, to show that all that is somber in detail is not 
gloomy in its essence. And, indeed, Oliver Twist, sleeping among the 
coffins of his apprenticeship, when he was once accustomed to them, 
would not have wished to be back in the 
parish workhouse under the awful corporeal 
eye of Bumble the Beadle. 


A 


THE CLOSED SHOP. 


* W® are very sorry,” said the ‘Trust, as it 

forced a competitor out of business. 
“We have nothing against vou personally. It 
is merely a matter of principle. We are firm 
believers in the closed shop.” 





are the three questions: 
“«¢ What is love?’ 


‘-*What is poetry?’ SAY WHEN! 





tricity?’” The nothin’ to eat fer three days! 
professor 
turned pale. 
He mois- 
tened his lips and hesitated, for he needed the job. 





of the trustees pricked up their ears. 
“I can’t answer those questions, because I don’t know 


“I'LL GET the professor, with a defiant air, from the door. 
HIM ON THE 


“é¢What is elec- Brccar.—Ilelp, kind gent! TI ain’t had 


moment’s pause he picked up his hat and turned to depart. 
«“What’s the matter?” asked the chairman, while the rest 






After a 





»” declared 


“Come back!” shouted the chairman. “You have proved your Kixp-HrartepD Conxjurer.— Certainly, my poor man, 


NEXT PAGE!” common-sense. The job is yours.” Roy R. Atkinson. Just tell me when you have enough! 
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Back to the Land. 


(AS SUNG BY TWO DENIZENS OF THE GREAT WHITE WAY.) 


Let us make hay enough 
While there is sun; 

Farm life is gay enough,— 
Plenty of fun 


Oh, what felicity, 
Joy you can’t spoil, 
Life of simplicity, 
Close to the soil! 


ACK to the farm again, 
Back to the land, 
Knowing*its charm again, 

Is n’t it grand? 


Kissing these merry maids, 


We'd be contented in 
Farm life, if it’s 
Just as presented in 
Roof-garden skits! 
Berton Braley 


Farm life rejoices all 
Natural men, 

Hear the gay voices all 
Singing again! 


Watching the dairy-maids 
Tending the kine, 


Buying ’em wine! 





GRANDFATHER AND GEORGE. 


. S THE game of life was played in my day,” mused Grandfather, 
“one simply had to have a partner.” 
“They play it now with adummy,” answered George, 
“and have some ripping games.” 

“A man,” continued the old gentleman, “needed a wife to spin, 
weave, cook, sew, and keep house for him. Je didn’t have mail- 
order tailors, cafeterias, and stag-apartment bonuses on bachelorhood.” 

“A bachelor then,” reflected the young fellow, “must have felt as 
Adam did —until he had time to teach Eve how to feed and clothe him.” 

“In that age,” said Grandfather, *‘the need 
of a partner was mutual. Woman needed 
man to support and protect her.” 

George snickered outright. “Im- 
agine a London Suffragette 

marrying for protection!” 

“And it seems to be the 
other way round about the sup- 
porting,” said Grandfather. 

“Yes,” assented the young 
man. “And how the women 
do complain! I think when a 
woman is permitted to appro- 
priate a man’s job, he ought 
to be allowed to sue her for 
non-support if she does n’t 
take care of him.” 

** Never mind, son, it will be 
a long time before she can do 
without us entirely.” 

“We are practically use- 
less now,” declared George, 
gloomily, “and as soon as she 
hears of this scientific-manage- 

ment theory — Psst! —we go!” 
“Where she can’t afford a maid, 
she will need someone to hook her 
up,” suggested Grandfather. 
“When she becomes really en- 
lightened and emancipated she will 
wear common-sense clothes.” 


| wa ranee | 





A MEAN ADVANTAGE. 


SUBURBANITE.— You 're foolish not to 
live out in the open country, old man. 
And you ‘told me two years ago you 
intended following my example. What 
are you waiting for? 

URBANITE.— The parcel post ! 


*'To whom will she tell her troubles, then, if she has no husband ?” 

“To the ‘Answers to Correspondents’ editor.” 

“And whom will she nag?” 

“The butcheress, bakeress, and groceress,” said George. 
women, they will talk back, and the Thirty Years’ War will be as nothing 
in comparison.” 

“Won't she feel rather lost without somebody to keep the house 
reeking with tobacco and the floor strewn with newspapers ?” 

“In another generation,” predicted George, “she will have swung 
back to her grandmother’s pipe, and she isn’t so keen about a tidy 
house as she used to be.” 

“She will have to have a father for her children!” That was Grand 
father’s trump, and he played it gleefully. 

“Evidently you are not up on recent scientific developments,” 
laughed George, hollowly. ‘A French savant has succeeded in hatch- 
ing fatherless frogs, and he thinks the process can be extended eventually 
to higher forms of life.” 

“But,” gasped Grandfather, “who'll walk the floor with baby 
when it cries o’ nights?” 

“Tf you remember,” reminded George, “father was not a glittering 
success in that 7é/e. He swore when he had to get up; he swore when 
he barked his shin on a chair; and if his poor, frightened offspring 
dropped its bottle, and he stepped upon the broken 
glass with a bare foot, his language was positively 
milk-curdling. His lullabies only scared baby and 
kept mother awake. When he got the kid to 
sleep and tried to lay it in its cradle, his 
awkwardness awakened it and the squal- 
ling began all over again.” 

“That is true,” admitted Grandfather. 

‘Now, I fancy that father’s successor 
will be an ingeniously constructed 
automaton, with a self-regulating milk- 
bottle, -and a phonograph attachment 
that never swears, but sings Aye-Low 
Baby Bunting from a Caruso record. When 
baby goes to sleep, Father Automaton will 
stand in a corner and hold it till morning. 

“The sum of it is,” ended George, “we ’ve THIS CAMPAIGN! YOU’VE 
got to invent some excuse for living, or be FLIMFLAMMED PEOPLE 
eliminated.” Terrell Love Holliday LONG ENOUGH!” 
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yep seems to arouse our scorn so much as the spectacie of a man who 
appears to be well satisfied with himself. 
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THE Weary ANSWER. 


On one of the famous scenic routes of the West there is a brakeman who 
has lost the forefinger of his right hand. 

His present assignment as rear-end brakeman on a passenger train places 
him in the observation-car, where he is the target for an almost unending fusil- 
lade of questions from tourists, who insist upon having the names and, if pos- 
sible, the history of the mountains, the canyons, and points of interest along the 
route. 

One especially enthusiastic lady tourist had kept up her Gatling-gun fire of 
questions until she had thoroughly mastered the geography of the country. ‘Then 
she ventured to ask the brakeman how he had lost his finger. 

“Cut off in making a coupling between cars, I suppose?” 

“No, madam; I wore off that finger pointing out scenery to tourists,” 
was the answer.—Zverybody’s. 











Apollinaris 


Under Protection of the Prussian Government 
because of its value to the Public. 





















Budweiser 


The only Bottled Beer in constant demand 





on Land and Sea, on all Buffet and Dining 





Cars, at Hotels, Clubs, Cafes and Homes. 





Bottled only at the Home Plant 
in St. Louis 





Anheuser-Busch Brewery | 






St. Louis, Mo. | 
































A Goop MEMorRY. 


I remember, I remember, 
| The flat where I was born; 
PA PER WA REHOUS E, Where bill-collectors came around 


From the first peep of morn. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 






$2, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 7 ai 
Shanon Waunneven 35) Beekman Street. § NEW York. The landlord was a funny man; 


All kinds of Paper made to order. He used to want his pay, 
5 sith ea) eae —meeeere—aine And so when I was three months old | 
| We had to move away. 


Friend | —Pittshurgh Post. 
7 | A Kansas City young lady of few 
Po lish | words went to sdeue - have a tooth 
extracted. 
| «Pull it!” she said to the dentist. 
| «All right,” replied the dentist. He 
applied the cocaine, adjusted his 
forceps, and out came the tooth. 
| “Want it?” he asked the young 
lady, holding the tooth before her. 
“Want it?” she exclaimed. ‘Want 
it? What for? Do you think I’m 
4 an Elk?”—Saturday Evening Lost. 
























| more delightful and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
| 26 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. Nourishing the Eye and thus Promotes Eye Health. 


| play bridge.”— Washington Herald. 


IGNORANCE. 
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Tommy.—Say, dad, who was Shylock? 
Dap.—What! Don’t know who Shylock was? What do I send 
you to Sunday-school for? Go and read your Bible!—Sydney Bulletin, 





Murine—Through its Tonic effect, Stim- 
ulates Healthy Circulation in the Blood Supply 


Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is made 





A Dusious OurLook. 
“My daughter is so pretty that I can’t interest her in the serious things 
of life.” 
“She may lose her good looks some day.” 
“So I tell her. And then she’ll be sorry that she didn’t learn to 
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PURE FOOD 


WHISKEY 
A Rich Mellow Beverage 


ForSaletvery where 
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woes a raw, poorly made Cock. | 


tail and a 


Club Cocktail 


that there is between a raw, new 
Whiskey and a soft old one. 


The best of ingredients—the most 
accurate blending cannot’ ~ 
give the softness and mel-| 
lowness that age imparts. | 
Club Cocktails are aged in wood 


before bottling—and no freshly 
made Cocktail can be as good. 
Manhattan, Martini and other 
standard blends, bottled, ready 
to serve through cracked ice. 
Refuse Substitutes “ 
AT ALL DEALERS 


G. F. HEUBLFIN & BRO., Sole Props. 
Hartford _ New York London 












This $ Swell Suit FREE 


No Capital Thousands ore 
Men Doing Inthe c The Chance of Your Lifetl 
We have the most stu; d gorgeous 

\y to ship t to you, 


fit you ever saw, all r 
—-. the aw ye © st your name 
postal saying: ‘ everything wd 
Free Outfits ‘Cost Us $28,000 
It is utterly impossible for anyone who Gisout 
to fail to take orders for our snappy, hand tail 
ercoats and 


to-measure suits, ov: Ca 
up-to-the-minute styles and money 
petition. Orders pour in. 


Our. 
id — 







essary. Our ca catchy, 
Saving prices Get ¥ wipoout all com; 


Your Own Suit Free 
ell likea the clothes 


Pies cane int anole 
wear knocks out the very last obstacle. 
Send No Money 
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that —¢ them all to 


In TorR1ID CLIMES. - 


Full many a man, both young and old, 
Has gone to his sarcophagus 
By pouring water, icy cold, 
Adown his cesophagus. 
—Chemists’ Club Percolator. 











On Lake George 
The Sagamore 


LAKE GEORGE, the grandest lake 
in the State of New York, un- 
surpassed scenery, a marvel in beauty, 
and the gateway of The Adirondacks. 


The Sagamore 


meaning ‘‘ Big Chief,’’ a hotel em- 
phatically unique in arrangement, a 
place you must see, stay awhile, meet 
the people and you will not want to 
leave; contentment will be your lot. 
Try it, and ask those who have been 
there. Finest Automobile roads in 
the section ; rest, quietness and plenty 
to do at the same time. 


T. Edmund Krumbholz, 
P. O. Sagamore, N. Y. 


The Kirkwood, - - - Camden, S.C, 
Hotel Montclair, - - Montclair, N. J. 














There’s just the difference be- | 






> <r eet 


| HUNTER WHISKEY 





has gained public favor be- 
cause it is a perfectly pure rye 
whiskey, rich, rare and mellow 







Boid at a, first-ciass cafes and by jobbers 
WM. LANAHAN & SON Baltimore Md 








Se OS cn eS nN en 


“ AND how is your excellent son, the 
divinity student? He graduated from 
the theological seminary about a year 
ago, I believe?” 

“Yes, just a year ago. And he’s 
doing so well! They pay him a won- 
derfully large salary, and next year 
he’s to get more.” 

“Indeed? ‘Ihat’s very unusual. 
Perhaps it is his excellent delivery that 
nets him this large emolument?” 

“Yes, that’s it. He’s one of the 
pitchers in the Big League.” — Plain 
Dealer. 


Maup.—When you broke the en- 
gagement, of course you returned the 
diamond ring he gave you ? 

ETHEL.—Certainly not! I don’t love 
Jack any more, but my feelings have 
not changed toward the ring.— Boston 
Transcript. 
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| 
Murine is Carefully Compounded by 


‘‘T wanted to sail my ship to America, and now 
Tyrasl has drank up all my ocean! "—FViegende Blatter. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that | 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it; insures your Peodstons. Contains No injurious or Prohibited 
getting the very, best. Drugs. Try Murine in Your Eyes—Also Good for 
. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. _| Baby's 8 8 Eyes. No Smarting — Feels Fine. 


WortrH WHILE. 


When Mrs. Green met Mrs. Brown she did n’t think it worth her while 
To do much more than shake her hand, and give a little nod and smile. 
But when she heard that afternoon that Mr. Brown had bought a car, 
And Mrs. Jones had said to her, ‘‘ low generous the two Browns are! ”’ 
Then Mrs. Green told Mrs. Brown, ‘‘I ’ve heard so many of you speak, 
I feel as though I knew you well.”” And then she kissed her on the cheek. 





Before she really said good-by she wishes the Browns would come to call. | 
‘«Come up to dinner!”’ she exclaimed. **The little ones? Yes, bring them all.”’ | 
She raved about her tailored gown, and told how splendidly it looked 
And what did Mr. Brown prefer? Whate’er it was she’d have it cooked. 

‘*Just have your husband drive around some evening when this way you are, 
She said, and kissed her once again. 


Worth while are folks who own a car. — Detroit Free Press 


His ALTERED TACTICS. 


An heiress was engaged to a Spanish grandee. 

«“ Don Guzman,” the girl said thoughtfully one morning as they were walking 
in the Row, “ Don Guzman, Soc iety declares that you are marrying me solely | 
| for my money.” 

“They lie, my love,” 
in his long amber tube. 

“ Nevertheless,” said the girl, “their censure hurts me. 
say such nasty things about vou. | 

« But how will you stop them?” he asked. 

“ By giving my entire fortune to the missionaries,’ “T shall 
make my fortune over to the missionaries at once.’ 

The grandee settled his shining hat more firmly on the back of his head, 
and set off at a great pace in the direction of Hyde Park Corner. 

«But, Don Guzman,” cried the girl, “where are you going?” 

“I am going,” he called back, “to see about becoming a missionary.” 





the young grandee answered, fixing a fresh cigarette 


I won’t have them 


she replied. 





—London Opinion. | 


appetite lags 


Evans 





ep | 


Ale 


will revive and 
promote your com- 
fort and well-being. 


Try it any place in town 





or out of town. 


Cc. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 


KNICKER.—Is Roosevelt a teetotaler? 
BockEer.— No, he is a T. R. totaler. 
— The Sun. 


PENNSYLVANIA 


RAILROAD 





Progressive Travel 


The Pennsylvania Railroad 
stands for Progress. 

The ‘‘ Pennsylvania Spec- 
ial’’ is the train for all pro- 
gressives. 

The traveler on the ‘‘ Spec- 
ial’’ wastes no time. 

It covers the 908 miles be- 
tween New York and Chicago 
at night — between business 
hours. 

The 
speed, 


leads in 
and conven- 


‘* Special ’’ 
comfort, 
ience, as the Pennsylvania 
Railroad has ever led in all 
that pertains to railway trans- 
portation. 


Ly. New York (Penna, Station) - 

Ly. New York (Hudson Terminal) 3.5 

Ar, Chicago ° - 85 
RETURNING 


4.00 P.M. 
5 P.M. 
5AM 


2.45 P, 
9.40 A, 


Lv. Chicago 
Ar. New York . : 
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Memory glorifies “old 
times” because we look 


with 
Old Overholt 
Rye 


*"Same for 100 years’’ 
Mellow as old re- 
collections — Fragrant 
as “the rose of yester- 
day.” Distilled and bot- 
tled in bond by 
A. Overholt & Co. 








Pittsburgh, Pa. 








“J SHALL discharge our butler,” said 
Mr. Cumrox. 

“What’s the trouble?” 

“He doesn’t show me proper defer- 
ence. When I am paying a man 
liberally, I consider it his duty to laugh 
at my jokes.” 

“And he won’t?” 

“I don’t think he can. He’s an 
English butler. When, in a spirit of 

my 6s. gentle and condescending badinage, I 
said to him: ‘ Hawkins, can you tell 
me which came first, the chicken or 
the egg?’ he said: ‘Which did vou 
order first, sir?’ ”"—IVashington Stcr. 
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GREAT BEAR 
“tts Purity Has 


THe GENYTLER Sex. 
Senator Luke Lea, who recently saved his wife’s life by surrendering him- 
self t» the formidable operation for transfusion of blood, was congratulated in 


Washington about his marital devotion. 


Yes,” he said, smiling, “we stil) marry in the old-fashioned way down in 
The marriage de convenance hasn't reached us yet. 
we Tennesseans, like the Gobsa Goldes. 

‘“Gobsa Golde, at the age of fifty-four years, married a beautiful chorus 
That was ten years ago, and the other day a caller said to 
‘I really believe you’re fonder of your husband now than you 


Te 


all, 


lessee, 


girl of seventeen. 
Mrs. Golde: 


Were when you first married him.’ 
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AL Ys 
PLUNDER! 


SPRING WATER. 
Made It 
6Uc. per case of 6 glass stoppered botties. 


_ “*Why, of course I am,’ Mrs. Gobsa Golde replied. 
richer now than he was then,’ ”—ansas City Star. 
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Some TimFly VERSE. 





Come out to the shore of the frozen lake, 
In the sharp and bracing air: 
Clamp on your skates, on the smovth. clear ice, 
And glide o’er the glistening glare 
| With a laugh and a shout and gay halloo, 
Add a share to the skaters’ mirth; 
For the Frost King reigns, and his icy sway 
Prevails o’er the frozen earth. 


Or bundle yourself in your wraps and furs, 
And come to the waiting sleigh. 
How the jingling bells fill the trosty air 
As the horses dash away! | 
The snow lies deep, and its white expanse 
Contrasts with the sky's clear blue— 
(And it may be this has n’t cooled you off, 
But we've done what we could for you ) 
—Somerville Journal. 





APPREHENSION. 

“TI gave her a plush album on her 
wedding anniversary. It was one | 
had about the house for some time, | 
but it looked like new.” 

“Well?” 

“Now she has found out 
have an anniversary soon.” 

“Well, no doubt you expect her to 
reciprocate?” 

“ Reciprocate is not the word for it. 
I’m afraid she will retaliate.” —Aavsus | 
City Journal. 
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“OH BE JOLLY!” 


It has a flavor as distinctive as the flavor of a choice 
vintage wine. Malty and Hoppy. 
Bottled at the Brewery. Send for price list. 
A. G. VAN NOSTRAND, 


Bunker Hill Breweries, jostit-d)%2! 



























Wuat SHE WANTED. 
The man couldn't help hearing the conversation of the couple be- 
| hind him. They looked like newly married folk, but were not on their 
honeymoon, as was learned by deduction. The woman laid down 
a newspaper she had been reading and said to her husband: 
“Do you know, I wish I had one of these affinities. Oh, I think 
it would be just g-r-a-n-d to sit on a rock with somebady and have him 
| rave about the incomparable golden color of my hair and tell me that 
my eves were the most beautiful in the whole world, and -” 
“Uh-huh,” said the husband, vawning. 
" and that the delicate pink of my cheeks had been painted 
there by the angels, and that he could n’t live without me. O-oh, I 
think an affinity like that would be——” 
| “Tis n’t an affinity you want,” interrupted her husband. “ What 








__! you seem to want is a plain, old-fashioned liar.”"—ational Monthly. 


A UniTeD Srates Senator, worth millions, which he made rapidly, has a 
coat-of-arms recently acquired. 
coat-of-arms was emblazoned in gold on the top of the dinner-cards. 
who went in with the Senator, the wife of another Senator, observed the 
insignia when she picked up her dinner-card and exclaimed: 

“Yes,” replied the Senator proudly, “I think it is rather neat. 
invented it.” 


He gave a large dinner-party one night. His 
The lady 
** How pretty!” 

My wife 





Saturday Evening Post. 
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Famous.” 


We’re not at 








‘My husband is 


JUST OUT-Ss~ 


Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


In colors, Size 14x21 inches 


tent critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the 
Democratic Nominee for the Presidency. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 


a | 


PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF THE 


BY JOSEPH KEPPLER 








Price Ten Cents 








LL Democrats and Progressives will want a copy of this 
life-like picture, which has been pronounced by compe- 


Securely wrapped and mailed anywhere 
on receipt of price. 
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